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"What's this about Edna? then?"
"Far as I can see, you can't really blame her, though
she's probably been acting a bit too independent. Edna
is independent, though better that, in the long run,
than too much the other way. But she's only a child,
when all's said and done, and I know she liked the work
and wanted to stop on there. For two pins, I'd slip
down to Finsbury Park to-morrow and give that floor
manager or whoever he is a piece of my mind. All
favouritism really, that's what it boils down to, and of
course Edna hadn't been there long and ought to have
kept quiet—though a girl's a right to speak up for her-
self, and I'd be the last to say she hasn't—but they begin
picking on her and she stands up for herself and lets
out one or two things she oughtn't to and the next thing
is, she's told to go."
This was not a very clear account of how a girl came
to be suddenly dismissed from an important firm of
retail drapers, but it seemed to satisfy Mr. Smeeth, who
did not ask for any details. The truth is, he had gone
though this scene before, and he knew now that it was
not worth trying to discover exactly what had happened.
Edna returned, looking her usual self, except chat she
wore a slightly tragic air.
"When do you finish then, Edna?" her father asked.
"This week. And the sooner the better. I wouldn't
go to-morrow if I hadn't to get my week's money. Lot
of pigs, they are. I knew one or two girls-Ivy Armit-
age, for one—who's been there and they told me what it
was like, but of course I wouldn't believe 'em, but it
didn't take me long to see they weren't talking so silly
as I thought."
"And what's the next mo*'*, then?" demanded Mr

